27. 2 


r 


9 


Bottomleſs T U B. 


5 4 
5 


J » 


Aſſiduæ repetunt, quas perdant, Belides undas. 
Ovid. Metam. 


The Belides therr leaky Veſſels ſtill 
Are ever filling, and yet never fill. 


EusDtx's Tranſlation. 
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Bottomleſs T UB. 


F Bards of old we may believe; 


Venus (one charming Summer's Eve) 1 
Did thus accoſt her little Boy, | 
Her darling Son, her only Joy: 
Come, Cupid, Child, let's haſte away, 1 
While wanton Breezes cooly play; 


Thus veil'd in Clouds from mortal Sight, | | 
Downwards to Farth we'll take our Flight, > ; 
And ſpend below a live-long Night: py 
Let's ſee how Love now proſpers there, | 


What Swains are true, what Damſels fair; 


What 


42 
What Youths are falfe, what Virgins coy, 

WM ho hug, who ſcorn the proffer'd Joy: 
| Ihen throw amongſt them Hopes and Fears, 
Falſe Raptures, and diſſembl d Tears; 
The Seeds of cauſcleſ Jealouly, 

With Loads of Oaths and Perjury: 

While various Doubts do thus perplex 


The loving Fools of either Sex ; 
We'll judge which moſt does win or loſe, 
By Loves Free State, or Marriage-Nooſe; 


Which Sex does merit moſt Applauſe, 
Or conquers oftneſt in Love's Caule ; 
We'll each then give what Aid we can, 
To Woman I, and You to Man. 

For Man, fays Cupid, J declare, 

And I, ſays Venus, for the Fair : 

Ill ſtake my Chariot and my Doves, 


That Woman ſtill the Conq'ror proves. 
My Bows and Arrows, ſacred Pledge ! 
For Man, fays Cup:d, I engage : 

The little Archer ſcuds away, 

Still fond of Miſchief, fond of Play; 
He calls the Train of little Loves =: 
To harneſs ſtrait his Mother' 5 Doves ; 
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; He brings the Chariot to the Door, 

Up mount the Baſtard and the Whore ; 
Ambroſial Smells ſhe does diſcloſe, 
Such as when firſt from Sea ſhe roſe: 
While Cupid guides the heav'nly Car, 
And Doves glide ſwiftly thro' the Air; 


A thouſand Loves do wanton round, 
Like Elves at Night on Fairy-Ground, 
As quick as Thought to Earth they bend, 
And like a falling Star deſcend, 

| Werre in the dark as to the Place, 

Thus bleſs'd by this Celeſtial Race; 
Some ſay Cyprus, and ſome ſay Crete, 
While others hold Arcadia ſweet : 

But we'll ſuppoſe her, and her Train, 
Safe landed on ſome flow'ry Plain, 
Where Crowds of ſporting Nymphs and Swains, 
By turns enjoy d Love's Sweets and Pains: 
Where limpid Streams and verdant Meads 

Do ſerve for Lovers Baths and Beds 

Where Winds in gentle Murmurs moye, 
Provoking all to Sleep or Love: 


I'm ſure twas ſome ſuch happy Vale, 


The Name is foreign to my Tale: 
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Arriv'd, the Doves are loo d to graze, 
And in a Thicket hid the Chaiſe : 
The God and Goddeſs ſtroll away, 
| Nor caring how or where they ſtray, 
While little Loves chuck-Farthin g play: 
| They rang'd around from Field to Field, 


Prepar'd their Votaries to ſhield ; 
| They pry'd into each ſhady Grove, 
And found that all were full of Love, 
All were toying, all were ſporting, 
Nought but vowing, lying, courting : 
To love alone they ſacrifice, 
And ſcorn all other Deities; 
While this gay, happy Scene they view'd, 
Of ſqueaking Nymphs and Swains moſt rude ; 
O ho! fays Cupid, it muſt be, 
That Man has gain'd the Victory, 


For they're all uppermoſt you ſee. 
Trifler | ſays Venus, you decide 
The Cauſe, before tis fully try'd: 
Pray, till the Battle's o'er; attend, 
Judge not raſhly, but mark the End, 
'Tis that which all Events muſt crown : 


— Now, Sirrah, fays ſhe, -- Who are down? 


1 


He look d aſide, and found not one, 


Tho mounted ſure, but now was thrown: 

But while they argued in a Heat, 

If this ſame Vic ry was compleat, 

Sad Sobs, loud Sighs, and Groans, and Tears, 


From the next Grove ſurpriz d their Ears; 


Such mournful Accents, ſuch a Tone, 
As ſpoke the Owner quite undone ; 
A Female's Voice the Goddeſs knew, 
The Goddeſs to her Reſcue flew ; 
The little God as ſwiftly ran, 


To win his Prize and help his Man: 
When they came there, — a tender Maid, 


Half raviſhd, on her Back was laid, ö 
A Youth had piercd her to the Heart,; 1 
And ſome way wounded ev 'ry Part: | 
The Nymphin broken Murmurs cry d, | 
Oh, Heav'n! — my dear, — ! and then ſhe dy d, 1 
Now, Mamma, ſays he, to your Coſt, | 
You'll own the Wager fairly loſt, 


Your Woman's dead — Alas! poor Child, 
How ſoon is Innocence begul'd ! | 
Says Venus, tho you hear her mourn, 3 M26. 1 ö 


She ſoon ſhall triumph in her Turn; 


4 
Tho' he ſo hotly plays his Game, 
There's Water left to quench his Flame: 
The proſtrate Nymph the God ſurvey d; 
Why what a Gaſh his Sword has made 
I'll lay, ſays he, a thouſand Pound, 
She can't recover ſuch a Wound ; 
The Nymph awaking from her Trance, 
Look'd as prepar'd for t'other Dance : 
Alive, fays Cupid, then I find 
There is no truſting Woman-kind. 


To make ſhort Work then with my Song, 


Tho? ſuch a Tale cant be too long, 
The Youth aſham d to be ſubdud, 
With Vigour thrice th Attack renew'd; 


As oft, poor Soul! he's forc'd to yield 

To the fair Nymph the well-fought Field; 
The God found all his Efforts vain, | 
And cry'd, ſhe muſt her Ground maintain, 
Who conquers ſtill, tho {till ſhe's ſlain: 
Again, how briskly ſhe revives! _ 

No Cat ſure has ſo many Lives : 

This Battle 1s a Myſtery, 


When Death beſtows the Victory: 
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One Skirmiſh more the Swain ſhall try, 
That in good earneſt ſhe may die: 
I have it now, — the Plot is found! 
I'gad ſhe ſhall or yield, or drown'd ; 
Immortal Vigour then he gave, 
And to a God thus rais'd a Slave; 
Love's choiceſt Spirits did ſupply 
His empty'd Veins, — ſhe ſuck d em dry; 
And all this mighty Show r of Love, 
Did ſcarce a common wat ring prove, 
A Deluge ſhe could well receive, 
And faſter take than he could give: 
Ods fo! thinks he it Meaſure ſcants, 
Then {trait an Inch or two he grants; 
Thus re-inforc'd afreſh he charg d, 
But as he lengthned ſhe enlarg' d, 
A Couple more ſoon diſappear: 
It pains you, fays the Youth, my dear, 
A little more wou'd do no harm, 
The Damſel crys; — and ſhews her Arm: 
Ods Blood! ſays Cupid — if that's true, 
Not Hercules himſelf can do; 
The God out-witted, ſtamp'd and ſwore, 
His Wings he pluck'd, his Hair he tore: 

Cc 


— — Knl2— — — — _ —_ — - — 
- — 
_ 5 2 — — — - das — 


101 


Then raving round the Field he run, 


My Wager's loſt and I'm undone; 

No Arrow left to wound a Heart, 

My Power now's not worth one F—t ; 
To ſee him fret the Goddeſs ſmil'd, 
And thus ſhe calm'd her froward Child : 
One Tryal more I do allow, 

Before I claim your Darts or Bow, 
Exert your Powr, do what you can, 
And now or never help your Man ; 

If Victor in this Cauſe you prove, 

IIl yield to Man the Palm in Love; 

No more ſhall Woman dare contend, 
Or Conqueſt oer Mankind pretend; 
Obſerve, ſays ſhe, that Farmers Yard, 
Which a fierce Maſtiff chain'd does guard; 


There ſtands a Pump which does ſupply 


The Houſe - to waſh—or drink hen dry; 


Now underneath a Tub there lies, 


Which if you fill you gain the Prize; 
Fill me that Tub till it run oer, 

And Pl make good the Oath I ſwore : 
How Cupid cries, is that your Task ? 


An eaſter no Fool need ask; 


Agreed 
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Agreed, — III do it with a Tirk : 
Fill that ſmall Tub—a wond rous Work! 
His Hands he hardens with a rub, 
And flies like Lightning to the Tub; 
Of Conqueſt ſure—with eager Haſte, 
He ſtrips himſelf quite to the Waiſt; 
Then falls to work—the Water flows —- 
He labours till he pufts and blows, 
The Water ne'er the higher roſe : 
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He pants he ſweats at ev ry Pore, 


But {till the Tub wou d not run Oer; 


The Water pours in plenteous Rills, 
The Tub receives, but never fills; 

His Godſhip then began to ſwear, 
Zounds! what, no Water yet appear 
He peeps, but finds it far from full, 
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This makes him but the harder pull; 
Thinks he Pl take a little Reſt, 

It muſt be half full now at leaſt ; 

He draws his Breath, then tot again, 
But found his Labour all in vain: 
At laſt he cunningly bethought him, 


To turn it up — and found no Bottom, 
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M O R A L. 


That there's a Moral, all will hold; 
Find it who can, my Tale is told; 
Sage is the Man, old Proverbs feng, 
Who goes to the Bottom of a Thang ; 
Of wiſe Experience none can ſail 
WW ho well examines ſuch a Tale: 

Let no Man dreag its Depth profound, 


He's certain not to run a-ground, 


Where never Bottom yet was found. 
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